we were always sufficient unto ourselves, and I think people
insensibly felt it.
It was not until the summer of 1934 that a third person
entered more intimately into our lives and the consequences
for a number of years were not happy for either of us or
for her.
In the spring of that year, having prepared 'The Fore-
castle* for our own occupation and being greatly delighted
with the results, we almost decided to move in at once and
settle down there for the summer. John was anxious to
get back to her work, which had been somewhat inter-
rupted by the vicissitudes of moving house. But she was
far from well and moreover her old enemy the 'hunting
vein* was giving her trouble and I put great pressure on her
to postpone her return to work and to make up her mind to
do a cure again at Bagnoles de TOrne. I always remember
how earnestly she opposed me and how I overbore her
protests in my anxiety for the good of her health. She told
me afterwards, many times, that she had had an almost
overwhelming instinct against leaving England on that
occasion and had been unable to understand her own fore-
bodings.
In the end, however, she gave in to me, I made all arrange-
ments and on a very hot day in June we crossed the Channel
in a flat calm and found ourselves once more in Paris. We
were there a couple of days and it proved a most delightful
visit. Colette, Romaine Brooks, Natalie Barney and
Madame de Clermont Tonnerre, all good friends who
always seemed as glad to see us as we were glad to find them
again, vied with each other to entertain us and when we
boarded the train for Bagnoles we agreed that we had en-
joyed every moment of our stay.
But the weather had been torrid and moreover thundery
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